AT         THE         M    E     X     I    X         GATE

the ramparts. He seemed unable to tear himself
away. Once he did raise young John's hopes.

" Not feeling hungry, are you ? " he inquired
suddenly. " Lucky we had a good breakfast to start
the day with."

" I could do with a grenadine," young John replied,
with heroic moderation.

" Oh, that can wait," said his father, and once
more they passed under the arch into the Hall of
Names.

" D'you know why this is the grandest memorial
in the world ? " John Ware, senior, exclaimed, with a
sudden burst of fervour. " Because it means : ' Never
again 1 '"

" Never again what ? " inquired young John.

" Never again those years of blood and agony we
had to undergo. All those fellows on the walls gave
their lives that their sons and their sons' sons should
be able to live their lives in peace and security. Out
there in the Salient lie buried a quarter of a million
more, who died in the same Cause. By God! . * . It
was hard to do, but we did it. And that's the message
of the Menin Gate to the future. ... So long as one
stone of it stands. ... * Never again' . . ."

Young John began to feel quite uncomfortable in
the presence of such a display of emotion from his
usually reserved and correct father. It was like over-
hearing someone saying his prayers.

After a few moments' silence his father consulted
his watch.

" Are we going now ? " asked young John hope-
fully.

" Not just yet.   I'm waiting for something."

" What is it ? "

" You'll see," said his father mysteriously.

Darkness was now closing in rapidly, and the streets
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